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beautiful eyes ; for this that, when the watchful Franz saluted her
as she came from church, she thanked him so kindly, and grew
scarlet to the ears. The lovers had in truth never spoken any
word to one another; but he understood her, and she him, so
perfectly, that in the most secret interview they could not have
explained themselves more clearly; and both contracting parties
swore in their silent hearts, each for himself, under the seal of
secrecy, the oath of faithfulness to the other.

In the quarter, where Mother Brigitta had now settled, there
were likewise neighbours, and among these likewise girl-spiers,
whom the beauty of the charming Meta had not escaped. Eight
opposite their dwelling lived a wealthy Brewer, whom the wags of
the part, as he was strong in means, had named the Hop-King.
He was a young stout widower, whose mourning year was just
concluding, so that now he was entitled, without offending the
precepts of decorum, to look about him elsewhere for a new help-
mate to his household. Shortly after the departure of his whiloni
wife, he had in secret entered into an engagement with his Patron
Saint, St. Christopher, to offer him a wax-taper as long as a hop-
polo, and as thick as a mashing-beani, if he would vouchsafe in,
this second choice to prosper the desire of his heart. Scarcely had
he seen the dainty Meta, when he dreamed that St. Christopher
looked in upon him, through the window of his bedroom in the
second story,4 and demanded payment of his debt. To the quick
widower this seemed a heavenly call to cast out the net without
delay. Early in the morning he sent for the brokers of the town,
and commissioned them to buy bleached wax ; then decked him-
self like a Syndic, and set forth to expedite his marriage specula-
tion. He had no musical talents, and in the secret symbolic
language of love he was no better than a blockhead : but he had
a rich brewery, a solid mortgage on the city-revenues, a ship on
the "Weser, and a farm without the gates. With such recommen-
dations he might have reckoned on a prosperous issue to his court-
ship, independently of all assistance from St. Kit, especially as
his bride was without dowry.

According to old use and wont, he went directly to the master
hand, and disclosed to the mother, in a kind neighbourly way, his

4 St. Christopher never appears to his favourites, like the other Saints, in a
solitary room, encircled with a glory: there is no room high enough to admit
him; thus the celestial Son of Anak is obliged to transact all business with his
wards outside the window.